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Cruelty And Pain 


Jason abruptly woke up and instinctively tried to protect himself by hitting out hard at the person who had 
dared to disturb his sleep by shaking him pretty roughly to get him awake. 

He didn't open up his eyes, he just lashed out without consciously thinking about it. 

"AAAAWWWW! .. JAAASE! .. Stop it! Aaawww .. Hold on .. STOP IT!" 


This was Kirk's voice, and he sounded horrified. 


"Stop hitting me, asshole!" he yelled at Jason. "I just wanted to wake you up, fucker, nothing else". 


Jason abruptly stopped lashing out at his band mate in mid-air with his fists still balled, and opened up his 


eyes in a split second. 


Without moving he looked out of the corners of his eyes at Kirk who had backed off some steps and stood out 
of reaching distance near the bed now. He stared at Jason with his dark eyes wide open in shock, and his 


mouth was opened up, too. His lips trembled. 
Jason gave a sneer and narrowed his blue eyes. 


"What do you want from me, fucker? Give me a good reason - a VERY GOOD reason - to let you live", he 
furiously hissed at Kirk. "Cause | have enough of being ripped out from sleep, getting my ass beaten up for 
nothing at all, or being called a fucking fag or a slut, or whatever". 


Kirk stared at him for some more seconds while he started to move his lips but made no sound. Finally, he 


lifted his hands, palms open, in a passive gesture. 


‘lm sorry", he said with a slightly trembling voice. "l'm so sorry. |... | didn't want to do you any harm, Jason, 


please believe me .. Please, you have to believe me". 


Jason gave a groan. 


He closed his eyes and covered his face with both hands, breathing hard. His heartbeat raced. 
He felt like shit. 
"Oh, my god", he desperately murmured, his hands still over his face. "I'm sorry". 


He rubbed his face and let his hands fall away from his face. His arms limply dropped onto the mattress. He 
turned his head to have a better look at Kirk who hadn't moved in the meantime. 


"Kirk, l'm sorry. I'm so sorry", Jason said, sighing. "You haven't done wrong. I'm sorry for hitting you. I'm such 
an asshole .. But I'm used to get woken up somewhat .. mercilessly by .. by James .. So, | guess I've acted as 
usually to protect myself from James and to make him stop to beat me up or to .. OH SHIT! This is so 


horrible, and | don't want you ... l'm sorry!" 


Kirk looked at him, his dark eyes still wide in shock. He had laid one hand over his mouth, and his fingers 
trembled. 
Finally, he shook his head and lowered his hand. 


"What has he done to you? Tell me. What has happened?" he hoarsely asked. "Oh, my god, Jase! What has he 


done to you? You .. you ran away, out of your room .. Did he hurt you last night?" 


Jason gave a short and bitter laugh. He turned his head to look at the ceiling above him. 
There was nothing to be seen Just the white coloured paint of the ceiling. 


Jason didn't want to see anything else. 


"Did he hurt me last night? Good question A very good question. And did he do it just the last night?" He gave 
a sneer. "Oh, well, LAST night he just tried to rape me. That's all he tried to do. The swearing doesn't count. So, 
I'd call it a minor attack .. Compared to the shit he is able to come up with to make me feel like a rotten slave 
without the right to exist in any way .. Well, except to live to always be ready to lick the boots of His Majesty 
the Mighty Hetfield after he has kicked me to the floor because | always have to be reminded where my place 


is". 
He heard Kirk's laboured breath but didn't look at him. Tears burnt in his eyes and he didn't want them to be 
seen by the guitarist. He didn't want to cry, and he didn't want to let anybody have a look behind the wall he 
had built around him to hide the pain he had to suffer from. 

After a long silence Kirk gave a whimpering sound but then he swallowed hard and cleared his throat. 

If you wanna talk about it, Jase ..." 

"| don't think so", Jason whispered. "Not now". 

"Okay. It's okay", Kirk quietly said in a low tone. 

Again, he swallowed several times and bit his lower lip. 

"But IF you need someone to talk to, please let me know ...| know ... | guess | know how bad you are feeling now 


because |.. Well, just let me know it if you wanna talk about the things .. I.. | mean, the things James has done 


to you". 


He didn't bother Jason with any more questions he just told him that he woke him up because they had to 
catch their flight to Paris, their next station on their tour. 


Jason's luggage had been brought over to Kirk's and Lars's room, and it had been Lars who had done this. 
Kirk told Jason that Lars had cared about James and had got him to the next ER right after Jason had 
knocked him down and had fled from the room, because James needed some stitches to close up the cut over 
his right cheekbone. His nose wasn't broken but he had bled a lot. 

Jason felt nothing. 


There was nothing but emptiness inside of him. 


As he took a shower after he had left the bed he noticed the dried blood in his hair for the first time. It 
wasn't his own because he hadn't got a cut on the back of his head as he violently had thrown back his head 


to the nape of his neck to smash up James' face to make him stop to abuse him. 


The dried blood in his hair was James’. 


There was no doubt about it. 


A shiver ran through Jason's body and he had to keep himself from falling down by flatly laying his hands and 
his forehead against the tiles. 
All of a sudden waves of nausea flooded through his body, making him gasping for air to not have to throw up. 


His pulse raced. 


He groaned and then he repeatedly hit his hands against the shower cubicle's tiles in frustration and to get rid 


of his tension. Hot tears ran down his cheeks. 


After this he needed several minutes to calm down, breathing in and out slowly. 


He became aware of the hot water what was running down his naked body. 
Then he shrieked. 

The blood! 

James’ blood! 


He had to get it out of his hair. 


Immediately! 


He grabbed one of the small bottles with shampoo - service of the hotel - and squeezed more the half of the 
content on top of his head after he had got his long hair wet from cold water. 
He knew that he needed cold water to get rid of the dried blood. 


Frantically he shampooed his hair and rinsed it with cold water. Then he shampooed it again until he thought 
that all the blood could have been gone. 
He rinsed his hair once more, running his fingers through the wet strands to part them to make sure the 


water could get them cleaned up properly. 


Then he quickly washed up his body - water still cold - and left the shower cubicle after he had finished. 
He wrapped a bath towel around his body and another towel around his head, drying up his face with one of 
the towels lose ends. 


A knock on the door made him jump, and he gritted his teeth to keep himself from crying out loud. 


"Hey, Jason, its me .. Kirk. You ready soon? .. Not that | want to put you under pressure, y'know, but ... Well, 
hurry the fuck up! We are getting late". 


Jason gave a quiet moan then answered loudly: "I'll be ready in no time. | just have to dry up my hair. That's 


okay?" 


"Sure", Kirk gave back from outside the bathroom. "Oh, and | have got you some coffee from the room 


service’. 


“Thanks, Kirk", Jason answered, smiling for the first time after he had been woken. "Thanks for being so nice to 


me .. You .. you make me feel so much better". 


There was silence for a while then Kirk's voice was to be heard again, this time in a very low tone, muffled by 
the closed bathroom door. 


"You don't have to thank me, Jase", he gave back. "To the contrary, | owe you ... | .. | want you to know that | 
never had the courage and the strength to .. to defend MYSELF against HIM, and I'm so ashamed that Lars 
insisted to never let me share a room with James again. | feel so bad that you had to do this". 


Jason stared at the door. 


He didn't know what to say. 


Why, James? 
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Why, James? 


Jason entered the private plane after he had made sure that the other members of the band had already 


gone on board. 
The female flight attendant greeted him with a smile and "Have a nice flight, Mr Newsted". 


He gave her a smile, too, and then he turned around to face the rows of seats. 


He felt his tension come up again in a split second. 


Lars stood in the middle of the gangway between the seats, talking to one of their assistants and his drum 
tech. 


Jason also noted the backside of Ross Halfin, Metallica's photographer, and gave a low groan. 
Halfin's behaviour couldn't be calculated. 


Sometimes he used to be charming to the point of being ridiculous to soothe the band members down because 


he wanted to manipulate them to do what he wanted them to do to get those photo shots he was famous for. 


He always tried to make it look like the deepest longing of the band itself to follow his orders like puppets on a 
string. 


But he also was able to explode on the spot if he didn't get what he wanted, or as quick as he wanted to get it. 
Also he used to go nuts if someone dared to think he could argue with the photo artist: 
Besides, he used to go nuts without a reason, too, letting everybody know that he had to suffer endlessly 


because he had to work with complete idiots all the time. 


Now, Jason was in fear that Halfin's notorious curiosity meant trouble during the whole flight. Halfin usually 
got it pretty fast if something was out of order and then he used to sneak around with his camera ready to 
get the shot he wanted to get. 


Jason suppressed a sigh and slowly made his way along the rows of seats. He wanted to take a seat in the 


very last row to make clear that he didn't want to be disturbed. 


Lars turned his head and stepped to the side to let Jason pass by. 
The tech and their assistant had just left to get to their seats. 


Lars' green eyes looked tired but calm. 


Jason shot him a glance then made another step to pass by. 

The drummer's hand closed around his arm and made him stop. 

But Jason didn't look at Lars. He felt no need to look at the man who had tortured him numerous times by 
ultimately deciding that Jason had to share the hotel rooms with James, and who had refused to book single 
rooms for every band member because he wanted to keep the costs as low as possible. 

"Are you okay, Jason?" 

Lars tone was soft and low. 

Jason stood there, motionless, his head slightly lowered. His long, curly hair covered up most of his face. He 
felt hot hatred abruptly building up inside of him. His breath quickened and cold sweat started to cover up his 
forehead. 

He didn't look at Lars. 


He didn't answer. 


But, all of a sudden, he felt the soft stroking of Lars’ fingers on his forearm. It was just a small movement 
because Lars didn't want anyone else to notice it. 


Jason breathed in deeply and held his breath for a while, his head still lowered. 
Then he exhaled with a barely audible sigh and turned his head to look at Lars. 


"| don't know", he said. 


James sat in a seat of the last row too, on the right side of them, his head slightly turned with the forehead 


leant against the wall, looking out of the small window. 


So it looked like. 


But James' also freshly washed long and thick blond mane hung down and completely covered up his face. 
The sunrays which fell into the plane's cabin from the opposite side through the small windows gave James’ 


mane a shimmer of gold. 

I+ looked beautifully. 

Much too beautifully to belong to a man who could get morphed into a beast all of a sudden 

Jason gritted his teeth. 

He didn't know what to do. 

He still wanted to take a seat in the last row - but he hadn't thought that James could have wanted the 
same. 

The two seats on the left side of the gangway were free. Jason made his decision and entered the seat at the 
window after he had deposited his bag inside the overhead compartment. 

He reached for the safety belt and fastened it then lifted his head. 

James hadn't moved. 

He still stared through the window. His hands rested on his thighs, also motionless. 

Jason turned his head and saw Kirk who knelt on his seat and looked at him with dark, questioning eyes. 

The guitarist briefly pointed at the seat beside Jason, and Jason knew that Kirk offered to him to come over 
and take this seat to got Jason some support. 

Jason felt tears coming up again. 

He blinked to make them stop from running down his cheeks and gave Kirk a small smile, briefly shaking his 
head. He didn't want Kirk to come over. 

He wanted to be left alone. 


Nothing else. 


Kirk anxiously glared at him for several seconds but then he nodded and turned around to sit down, 


Jason heard the clicking sound as Kirk fastened his seatbelt. 


The plane was in the air for an hour now, and Jason looked out of the window. They had passed the cloud level 


and now there was nothing to be seen than thick layers of fluffy white clouds, above them a deep blue sky 


with the bright shining sun ahead of the plane. 
Jason didn't know for sure why he felt so sad. 


It hadn't been the first time that James had attacked him in the middle of the night, dragging him out of his 
bed by his hair and then knocking him down while Jason mostly had been still half asleep and didn't know what 


was going on. 

He didn't know why James had to do this to him because he never gave him the slightest reason to assume 
that he would have provoked him. 

Maybe, it was just because he was in the same room when James wanted to get rid of his drunken aggression. 
This was a cruelty coming out of the blue but Jason always preferred to count it among the common 
aggression of a drunk who has lost his senses and has gone down onto the level of an enraged animal, blindly 
trying to kill or just to beat up the person he might suspected to be an enemy. 

But the last night had been different. 


James had tried to rape him, and Jason still remembered exactly the pressure of James’ fully erect penis 
against his thigh, and also the scraping of James’ fingernails on his skin as he violently tried to rip down 
Jason's boxer shorts to get what he wanted to get. 


It had been such a shock. 


And, by thinking about it again, it all of a sudden came clear to him that James hadn't been as drunk as he 


had tried to make him believe he would have been. 

Shiver after shiver ran through Jason's body as he realised this fact. 

James movements had been pretty coordinated as he had Jason pinned down on the bed with his tall muscular 
body, laying on top of him, doing his best to deliver the show of a senseless drunk who was out of his mind 
without knowing what he was doing. 


Jason gave a low moan and squeezed shut his eyes and clenched his fists until his knuckles started to hurt. 


‘Oh, my god", he whispered. 


A hand touched his right fist, very carefully and softly, but Jason nearly jumped off his seat. 


His hair flew as he turned his head in frenzy to look at the person who had dared to touch him. 


His looked into a pair of blue eyes. 


The white adhesive plaster on James' right cheek was partly covered up by his long blond hair. But the dark 
blue bruise and the swelling of the right side of his nose was easily to be seen 


With a sharp hiss and a quick jerk Jason ripped his arm away. He wasn't able to tolerate to be touched by 
James - softly or not. 
His heartbeat started to race and he breathed in and out fast but flatly, staring out of the window again. 


He hadn't noticed James leaving his own seat and taking the seat beside Jason's because he had been so 


absorbed in his thoughts, building up his emotional walls around himself again to hide his feelings. 


"Jason, please! .. Please!" 
James' voice was barely audible - just a whisper. 
Y J P 


Jason didn't move. 
He didn't even give a sign that he had heard James’ words. 


There was silence for a while. 


Jason noted James’ fast breath and then a whimper. James tried to suppress it but too late. 
Then: "Im sorry, Jason. So sorry .. God, I'm so sorry!" 

James swallowed hard. 

Out of the corners of his eyes Jason saw James' fingers dig into his own thighs. 


"I'm so sorry for having done this to you", James whispered. "I ... | don't know why ... I've lost control, and | 


deserved to be knocked down by you, and .." 
"That's pretty right", Jason calmly said without looking at James. "You deserved it". 


He lowered his head and his hair fell down. 
He felt so exhausted. 
And he didn't know if he wanted James to immediately get his ass over to his own seat again, or if he wanted 


him to stay. 


After a long silence he finally lifted his head and turned it to face James. Those blue eyes stil looked at him, 
eagerly trying to hold Jason's gaze. 


Jason saw the deep sadness and desperation inside of them. 
He never had seen anything like this in James’ look, and he knew he could smash James’ emotions into pieces 
now if he wanted to do so. 


He shivered but held eye contact. 


If you want to sleep with me, James, all you need to do is to tell me", he said in a very calm and soft tone. 
"There is no necessity to try to rape me". 


